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THE CIGARETTE FOR
ME
IS CAMEL. THEY'RE
SMOOTH AND EASY ON MY
THROAT—AND A REAL
TREAT TO MY TASTE/

TAKE IT from a busy housewife, Mrs. Ruth
Martin (below)- When it comes to squeezing
more pleasure out of every smoking moment,
Camels really hit the spot.
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CAMELS SUIT L
ME BETTER
ALL WAYS. THEY
HAVE SUCH A
FULL, WELCOME
n FLAVOR
>
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—says former Olympic ace

DICK DURRANCE
who trains ski troopers
for the Army
• A new set of champions is in train
ing on America's ski trails today-ski
champions, 1943 model, U. S. Army!
Yes, from goggles to Garands, these
new champions are soldiers through
and through—even to their liking for
Camels. For Camels are the favorite
in all the services.*
As Instructor Dick Durrance
(above) says: "Camels suit my throat
to a 'T'—and there's nothing like
Camels for flavor."
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THE irrn/i ZONE
ZJ
where cigarettes
are judged
1 he "T-ZONE"—Taste and Throatis the proving ground for ciga reites.
Only your taste and throat can de
cide which cigarette tastes best to
you...and how it affects your throat,
l or your taste and throat are indi
vidual to you. Based on the experi
ence of millions of smokers, we believeCamels will suit your "T-ZONE"
to a "T." Prove it for yourself!
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IN THE
SERVICE
•The favorite ciga
rette with men in the
.y. Army, Navy. Marines.
and Coast Guard i*
<Uj f Camel. (Based on actual
Q. sales records in Post K*'
X§ changes. Ship's Service
JM Stores, Ship's Stores, and
Canteens.)

<

It.i. ItejnolUsTobaccoCoinpany, Winston-Halcm, N. C.
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Notes on Contributors

Editorial

W. P. SOUTHARD is a recent Phi Beta Kappa
graduate here. The Daughters of Mr. Milton
will probably be his last contribution to this
magazine. He has recently retired as its Edi
tor Emeritus. His contributions through the
last three years, more lately growing fewer,
have ranged through the gamut of literary
expression.

With the entrance of E. F. McGuire into the
AAF Hika abandons its attempt to retain a Col
legian section. Journalistic activity is completely
extinct now at Kenyon except for the mimeo
graphed Collegian Supplement, and literary ac
tivity is getting very feeble. This or the next or
the next issue may be Hika's last for the dura
tion, but a sinking-fund established in more literary times should start Hika financially after the
war, and it will be up to the College then to try to
get potential contributors of the caliber Hika had
when David U. McDowell was editor.

OSCAR EMMETT WILLIAMS has of late been
writing intense poetry at a furious rate and
drinking gin.
D. L. POSNER has recently published his book
Poems: In Single Key, and in this issue is at
it again already.
The Ogden Prize Essay, for last year, Redeeming
the Time, has not been printed before be
cause Dr. Coffin, as head of the prize commit
tee, thought it too bad to print. The paper
was forced from his hands: it was the only
harmless piece of writing available and of the
proper length to fill the present issue.
FEBRUARY,
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The Daughters of Mr. Milton
"... But his forbidding
Commends thee more, while it inferrs the good
By thee communicated, and our want."
For the bones of thine eyes we obey thee.
But think on our bones, soft as worms,
And the boneless snow, the wind on the snow,
But no boys. The thin promise warms
The blood thick as the wind. Thou shalt not know.
For the blood of thine eyes we betray thee.
Through the maze of mirrors, again tonight
We track like dogs, to the long fall
To no splash. Above the mirror we rock,
Watching thee, as the head rocks, fall
With blood, thy body white in the glass lock.
For darkness we are children of the light.
The eye is innocent, but the bone cries.
In Heaven, sir, the light blinds, tracks
Of light return to light, rewind the bones.
In thy skull, in the black sun, tricks
Of light beguile thee. The rain falls like stones,
And the stones writhe. There is blood in our eyes.
Like tangerines, we sit at thy command.
Prayer is wasted on the wind. Thy skulls
Are wasted. Breath builds the image, the rain
Bloods it. Good sir, a maiden's skills
Suppose deceit. Law will not mark the stain,
Law falls like snow. But it melts in the hand.
Let no father seek to know his daughter.
We know, form thy bland Hell and blind
Heaven, knowledge rots as the apple rots,
The body rots. Behold the bland
Imp, built of our bones and our blood, who squats
At thy Chair. Feed it with dust and water.

W. P. Southard
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At Banquet
Hungry grammarians dangling phibetaciples,
Tendering porridge lettered with "y" "u" "r's";
Liberleafers' Solitary Organizations
Of such can boast as "purest" past grand rulers.
Orbicular pods in holes not suited for them
Can't play ostrich twenty days each month;
Their tongues are hidden (but unconcealed) their
tales
Are told by wags of feet and pompous gestures.
Cooks choking, tales spinning the while:
They can't think what the thoughts they are for.
They are, the all, the peak, the ultimate climax
Of cultures long now buried in the muds.

Oscar Emmett Williams

La Jeune Tarentine
version after the French of Chenier
Will weeping of winds amend it ? O halcyon gods,
then weep;
Sound of your sacred birds, Thetis, tells me they
weep.
Wind and birds came last on the woman from
Tarentine
Whose boat and heart sought glory out of Camerine
At the port where castles wait, where wedded
sweethearts laugh
And the neighbor is glad one sails to one's lover's
threshold. Oh, rough,
h, mourn, the angels dissent; lock up with a
vigilant key
The cedar chest and the bridal robe and the gold
array
That her arms should have loved; and the scent

FEBRUARY, 1943

for her hair that seaweed scents.
The wind which blew in her veils was martyr to
God's intents.
It startled her first, whipping her dreams off, tore
her session
Into swaying, her stand to wildness; chilled all
her passion.
It crashed her down, she screamed for the sailors
far away.
It cast her prowward, flung her, praying, to the
sea.
What marriage is death! to wed by dark the un
wed waves,
Have nereids wink, have anxious sharks peak from
their caves.
Serpents grapple her legs and they will twist her
under.
But Thetis with lean sobs ascends to parry the
plunder.
Bowed, toward the cape of Zephyrim her troupe
winds, grieving.
A thousand spirits of the wood join the bereaving.
About, about, over the coffin they croon their
sorrow,
Muttering on bridal robes and on tomorrow.
Will weeping of winds amend it? O halcyon
gods, then weep;
Sound of your sacred birds, Thetis, tells me they
weep.

D. L. Posner

3

George Hemphill

Redeeming the Time
Before I undertake to remark some lines of
East Coker according to my own bent, I would
like to acknowledge the information I got from a
"reading" of the poem by James Johnson Sweeney
in The Southern Review (VI:777ff). Mr. Swee
ney has traced lines in the poem to Mr. Eliot's own
prose, to his spiritual ancestor Sir Thomas Elyot's
The Boke named The Gouvernour, to Heraclitus's
notions or flux and Logos, to the Inferno, to Sam
son Agonistes, and to other less specific sources.
His kind of paper does not pretend to speak very
long of what must be considered the more poetic
interest: the sound end of the poem, and the "resi
due" left when the argument has been discovered.
To speak so shortly of the poetry is, I suppose, one
admirable way of humbling oneself before the
poetry (and East Coker is about humility, we are
told). But poetry may be read more than glossed,
and then our humility is apt to be enforced if our
reading acquaints us with heterogeneous or irre
ducible items in the poetry which escape the gloss.
I am sure Mr. Eliot's allusions have been fruitful
enough to the poetry itself; but Mr. Sweeney in
his paper was busy laying the groundwork for a
critical study, and he would hardly get to the
poetry when he had to be on his documentary
business again. It is the presumptuous intention
of this paper to try to pursue mostly the poetic
interest in East Coker.
The poem has five divisions, which are given
Roman numerals. There are two or more logical
parts to each of these divisions, and I will use
capital letters to distinguish them. The poet has
made stanzas I and II both fifty lines long, but the
subdivisions of each are of different lengths. Stan
za III has two unequal parts III A and III B, but
stanza IV has five regular stanzas of five lines
each, rhymed ababb.
The meter of I is "Websterian," i.e. there are
departures from the normal five iambics by a great
deal of elision and substitution. Triple-foot sub
stitutions for the iamb are very common, and in
4

order to make the line decasyllabic the rules of
elision are interpreted liberally. If we do not
allow syncope in scanning the lines they will have
to be considered merely accentual, and then the
lines that are short of syllables can be accounted
for also: line 26 which has only nine monosyllabic
words, line 36, which is also short a syllable, and
lines 38-40 which are of eight syllables each. To
ward the end of the stanza the lines become less
and less regular; and then II begines with seven
teen lines of iambic tetrameter rhymed aabbcdefffddcgaxg. The ninth line of the stanza and the
fourteenth are short a syllable. In stanza III there
is a prose area where the substitutions get wild
er. They maintain the Eliot tone, however.
Stanza VA like part of III, is given over to
prose, and the second part has a few irregular
short lines that seem proud or defiant as they
stand. The reader will recognize the lines dis
cussed here as to meter when they are quoted
later on.
The poem's usual logical method is statement
in prose followed by development in images. For
example IA (lines 1-13):
In my beginning is my end. In succession
Houses rise and fall, crumble, are extended,
2
Are removed, destroyed, restored, or in their place
Is an open field, or a factory, or a by-pass.
4
Houses is the first remarkable world in the
poem, and it may well have been productive of
much that follows in the stanza, because it means
both buildings and dynasties. Either buildings or
dynasties could rise, fall, crumble, be extended, re
moved, destroyed, restored, etc. But in each case
the rising, falling, crumbling, etc. is literally pos
sible for buildings and figuratively for dynasties.
Buildings would have been the concrete but prose
word to use, while dynasties is an abstract and
scientific word. The poet does not mind suggest
ing his theme if it is contained in a concrete and
ambiguous word: such a word is houses.
In the next four lines from IA the dynasty or
HIKA
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human element in houses gets a set of more con
crete images.
Old stone to new building, old timber to new fires,
Old fires to ashes, and ashes to the earth
6
Which is already flesh, fur and faeces,
Bone of man and beast, conrstalk and leaf.
8
The first clause makes good prose except that it
lacks a verb and that none is forthcoming. Some
how the absence of a verb links this series with the
foregoing one. "Old stone is used for new build
ing," that would be the prose of it. A new build
ing is rising; the old stone is fallen, crumbled, etc.
Similarly old timber is put on new fires. Trees fall
and flames rise; then, in the next line, the flame
falls to ashes. So far all these images are relevant
to houses as buildings, and some of them are also
relevant to houses as dynasties, but lines 6 and 7
take off on a little extravagance of their own (an
extravagance suggested to Mr. Eliot, perhaps, by
the words of the Burial Service): "Ashes are fall
en as far as they can, back to their elements. But
what are those elements ? Why, flesh, fur, faeces,
bones, cornstalks, and leaves." In other words,
this decay has been going on for a long time. We
are ready for the transitional lines:
Houses live and die: there is a time for building
And a time for living and for generation
10
And a time for the wind to break the loosened pane
And to shake the wainscot where the field-mouse
trots
And to shake the tattered arras woven with a si
lent motto.
The last image of the tattered arras might
easily refer, as Mr. Sweeney suggests it does, to
the motto of Mary, Queen of Scots, who had em
broidered on her throne "en ma fin est mon com
mencement." At any rate we are given a nice his
torical image to lead us up to IB:
In my beginning is my end. Now the light falls
Across the open field, leaving the deep lane
15
Shuttered with branches, dark in the afternoon,
Where you lean against a bank while a van passes,
And the deep lane insists on the direction
Into the village, in the electric heat
Hypnotised. In a warm haze the sultry light
Is absorbed, not refracted, by grey stone.
The theme is repeated, and the next nine lines
talk about light, how its beginning is its end, and
how obliging the properties of light seen in this
connection are to images of the past. The very
next sentence has the light falling, because the
time is already afternoon, and because its direction
is down anyway. Deep lane occurs twice (line 15
FEBRUARY,
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and line 19). First it is "shuttered with branches,"
and next it "insists on the direction Into the vil
lage." This is clear enough by itself; the lane is
directed because it has been worn deep by many
footsteps of country people walking into the vil
lage. But the sentence is completed by the phrase
"in the electric heat Hypnotised," and this phrase
may modify either village (which it would in
prose certainly) or lane, in the previous line. If
it is the village which is hypnotized by the heat we
have to make a further remark: in the syntax vil
lage is the logical antecedent of the phrase, and
the antecedent lane would gratify best the deter
minate meaning of the passage. In the latter case
the phrase in question is coordinate with deep in
the way it modifies lane\ the lane is deep, there
fore its course to the village is determined, like
wise the heat hypnotized it and bent its will to it
so it would be sure to go into the village. The
village is a place where farmers can market their
produce. Also we must consider the more strictly
syntactical meaning: The village lies hypnotized
in the electric heat. It is perhaps a bustling place
making the best of the remaining daylight. To at
tend to such demanding tasks as making one's liv
ing is to be hypnotized. And electric is not a very
public adjective to put on heat in this passage.
This particular heat might well be electric, how
ever, because it seems to have magnetic and induc
tive properties. It either attracts or leads, so that
one might say the inductive part of this electric
heat refers to lane and the magnetic part to vil
lage; if the deep lane shuttered with branches
formed an electromagnetic field, a solenoid, it
would keep travelers strictly on the path; and of
course if the village were of a certain magnetic
polarity it would attract objects of opposite polar
ity. All this setting is relevant enough to the
themes from Heraclitus: "Beginning and end are
common" (to both ways) ; "upward,—downward,
the way is one and the same."
In line 20 the light is sultry, and it does not
bounce off the gray stone but the stone soaks it up.
The poor stone, an earlier subject of the poem,
soaks up the light eagerly, perhaps thinking it is
a restorative. It little knows that the light is "fall
ing" too, even as it did in I A. There are two more
lines and we are brought to the imaginary scene
witnessed fancifully, perhaps, by the you of line
17, who "lean against a bank while a van passes."
The van is probably contemporary; it is likely go
ing to the village. Two summarizing observa5

tions complete IA:
The dahlias sleep in the empty silence.
Wait for the early owl.

i

And that of beasts. Feet rising and falling.
Eating and drinking. Dung and death.
23

Empty silence is almost imposed on us. Thereto
fore we had no reason to be sure the district was
either silent or empty. It must be that here the
poet is still developing his setting. We are told
to wait for the early owl. Why early, we wonder,
and it occurs to us that the day described might
have been dull to the owl and the man leaning
against the bank. The owl might be construed as
coming early and mercifully, bringing night with
him. But the vehicle is not really determinate
enough to justify fully any abstract. These few
lines Mr. Empson might call "taste in the head,"
or diffuse poetry. I will italicize the lines which
seem to me diffuse or almost lyrical, except that it
the poem they are unsustained.
In that open field
If you do not come too close, if you do not come
too close,
On a summer midnight, you can hear the music 25
Of the weak pipe and the little drum
And see them dancing around the bonfire
The association of man and woman
In daunsinge, signifying matrimonie—
A dignified and commodious sacrament
30
Two and two, necessarye conjunction,
Holding eche other by the hand or the arm
Which betokeneth concorde.
The opening lines seem diffuse again, but under
the circumstances it does not seem fair to challenge
the poet's strategy, because he must render an im
aginary scene, first with a passage from Sir Thomas
Elyot s prose. It might be surmised why this pas
sage occurred to the poet as relevant enough for
quotation. Fire and Logos are Heraclitean prin
ciples. Anachronistically the sacrament of mat
rimonie may well be Heraclitean also, and the as
sociation of fire and marriage is well nigh irre
sistible. The poet has found an "objective corre
lative, which is less miraculous and more full of
idea than a poetic, impure "datum."
Round and round the fire
Leaping through the flames, or joined in circles,
Rustically solemn or in rustic laughter
35
Lifting heavy feet in clumsy shoes
Earth feet, loam feet, lifted in country mirth
Mirth of those long since under earth
Nourishing the corn. Keeping time,
Keeping the rhythm in their dancing
40
As in their living in the living seasons
The time of the seasons and the constellations
The time of milking and the time of harvest
The time of the coupling of man and woman
6

45

There are occasional rhymes here, perhaps in
metrical transition to II, for as Mr. Winters has
suggested, our poet is not above surrendering his
form to his subject. The people in line 35 are
rustically solemn, but probably not when they are
thinking that soon they will be nourishing the
corn; this is a fine irrelevant touch. Their heavy
feet are put through the rising and falling paces
of the objects in IA. The last eight lines above
bear down heavily on this. Line 42 is a bridge to
IIA.
It may be I have neglected remarking the
body of this section. There are irrelevances uncoverable (perhaps lines 25-26, which are good
only to give the setting, and not to adorn Heraclitus) but they are not sharp, or bold; they are never
tangential certainly. Then we have the last four
lines of I:
Dawn points, and another day
Prepares for heat and silence. Out at sea the dawn
wind
Wrinkles and slides. I am here
Or there, or elsewhere. In my beginning.
There are surely irreducible items here. In boiling
down part I to four lines the poet had to resort to
imagery which appears less responsible than that
which preceded. Sea may be the negation of fire
(but it's more than that), and wrinkling may be
coordinate with ageing and dying, but there is
still an imaged "residue." The lines look chaotic,
they are not metered as scientifically as the pre
vious ones, but I suggest that the poet found the
images he did in spite etc his metrical laxness and
not because of it. Disciplining the lines' meter
further might have led to further density. Mr.
Eliot speaks later in the poem, in his prose self in
IIB, of "the intolerable wrestle With words and
meanings, but of that later. In considering East
Coker as poetry, how should we value these last
lines in comparison to the prose statement "In
my beginning is my end"? One is lyrical, the
other is poetized philosophy, both are slightly
dramatic, both are already "expressive," I think.
IIA seems to be an exercise of some kind. IIB
refers to it as a periphrastic study in a worn-out
poetical fashion," and adds that "the poetry does
not matter.' We have found in stanza I a certain
amount of irreducible material, but that most of
the imagery is relevant to the theme. IIA at first
appears to be more ambitious, probably because
HJKA
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V

The comma after heat sets off the first three lines,
which then would question November's right to
imitate the other seasons: spring in line 54, sum
mer in 55, and winter in 57. "The disturbance of
the spring then would equal a spring-like disturb
ance of dead nature (buds disturb dry branches,
crocuses disturb the soil, etc.) which November
aspired to for some reason, a premature and imi
tation spring which the real spring might be jeal
ous of. It has been late enough for snow, but on
account of the late November's fooling the snow
has turned to "snowdrops writhing under feet."
The hollyhocks "aim too high," not knowing that
the summer is really over. They are "red into
grey," where, I suppose, the gray is the neutral
color of the November sky; but this is not deter
minate. If it were, November would gain too
wintry a prejudice, and it is an equivocal season in
these lines. Line 57 probably refers back to 53;
if the lines 54-56 are skipped the rest makes good
sense. All of this abstract takes the late Novem
ber to mean the last part of November (and then
late is a plain adjective of not much force), but
the phrase might also mean November coming
late (a compound). In that case we have more
time-complications, nevertheless mostly reducible,
which smack of Heraclitean paradoxes: that "be
coming" identifies opposites; summer becomes
winter, winter becomes summer.
Thunder rolled by the rolling stars
Simulates triumphal cars
60
Deployed in constellated wars
Scorpion fights against the Sun
Until the Sun and Moon go down
Comets weep and Leonids fly
Hunt the heavens and the plains
Whirled in a vortex that shall bring
65
The world to that destructive fire
Which burns before the ice-cap reigns:

spring, but I would hesitate to associate the lines
with the battles between the good and apostate
angels in Paradise Lost—that seems too farfetchedScorpion, of course, refers to the constellation
which gives its name to the eighth sign of the zo
diac, the period between October 24 and Novem
ber 22nd. It is also an arachnid, and this is fairly
irrelevant for our poet, because it is as a zodiac
that "Scorpion fights against the Sun" all the time;
i.e., "Until the Sun and Moon go down." The
rest of the argument is far from determinate at
any level, but we might gather that the heavens
themselves realize the patterns of flux or becom
ing. Comets and Leonids have long-scale cycles
(later the allusions will be more Christian): the
former, which follow a very elliptic orbit so that
they are to be seen only at infrequent intervals,
weep when they do come near the earth, presum
ably at the irrationality of the summer becoming
winter and vice versa. This is more explicit for the
Leonids (which fly, however, and do not weep)
returning every November to witness the disturb
ance of the spring and Scorpion fighting against
the Sun, who is the more usual minister of the
seasons. Hunt in line 64 has an uncertain subject
(or it may be imperative). If a comma is sup
plied after fly the subject of hunt would likely be
comets and Leonids. It would be their light which
would do the hunting, and the heaven and the
plains would seemingly be whirled in a Cartesian
vortex, as if they were mixed up in becoming.
That was a way of putting it—-not very satisfactory:
A periphrastic study in a worn-out poetical fashion,
Leaving one still with the intolerable wrestle 70
With words and meanings. The poetry does not
matter.
It was not (to start again) what one had expected.
What was to be the value of the long looked for
ward to,
Long hoped for calm, the autumnal serenity
And the wisdom of age? Had they deceived us 75
Or deceived themselves, the quiet-voiced elders,
Bequeathing us merely a receipt for deceit?
The serenity only a deliberate hebetude,
The wisdom only the knowledge of dead secrets
Useless in the darkness into which they peered 80
Or from which they turned their eyes.

which puts the matter from a cosmic Miltonic per
spective. The syntax is of great interest: lines 60,
61, and 62 can attach syntactically either to the
preceding or the following line. "The rolling
stars are possibly time-symbols, though they are
not that easily exhaustible. Their simulating
triumphal cars" recalls November simulating the

The metaphors in this part of IIB could occur
legitimately in a prose selection, and similarly the
rhythm here is proselike. It develops that the
poet has urgent things to say in this section and
can hardly impose on himself any delaying poetic
strategies. Either actually or dramatically he has
lost faith in those strategies. Later on in unmis-

the syntax is difficult:
What is the late November doing
With the disturbance of the spring
And creatures of the summer heat,
And snowdrops writhing under feet
And hollyhocks that aim too high
Red into grey and tumble down
Late roses filled with early snow?

FEBRUARY,

1943

55

7

takable prose he plumps for humility. Is it a
dramatic device to announce the renunciation of
(lyric) poetry before an embrace of humility? It
may be that the poet wants to spread humility as
well as have it for himself, and in that case cer
tainly the lyricism would not matter. But why
prefer an easy, personal expression to a hard, dra
matic one?
Single words in the lines above might engage
our attention momentarily. Periphrastic has asso
ciations which we would have to reject in a strictly
prose selection, but we ought to be entitled to a
few critical liberties here since the matter is print
ed as if it might be poetry. We don't get the im
age of Mr. Eliot talking around his subject 11A,
it is not that figurative; but the term is grammati
cal, and applies very well as a critique of lyric
poetry. Good prose avoids periphrasis or redun
dancy. A lyric poem may be redundant and
prodigious with its tropes but it keeps a straight
forward argument. The images may be very bold
but they are never so bold as to question the argu
ment. Such a poem undoubtedly is IIA. Our
poet finds that style worn out. It leaves one "still
with the intolerable wrestle With words and meaning." To change the figure, the poet finds himself
in Heraclitus's position of not being able to step
in the same stream twice. "It was not (to start
again) what one had expected." We're not left
with any certainty what was expected, but it must
have been something fine. At any rate "autumnal
serenity'' turns out to be a fiction and without
value. "The quiet-voiced elders" either lied or
knew no better.
There is, it seems to us,
At best only a limited value
In the knowledge derived from experience.
The knowledge imposes a pattern, and falsifies,
l or the pattern is new in every moment
85
And every moment is a new and shocking
Valuation of all we have been. We are only un
deceived
Of that which, deceiving, could no longer harm.
In the middle, not only in the middle of the way
But all the way, in a dark wood, in a bramble, 90
On the edge of a grimpen, where is no secure
foothold,
And menaced by monsters, fancy lights,
Risking enchantment. Do not let me hear
Of the wisdom of old men, but rather of their
folly,
Their fear of fear and frenzy, their fear of posses
sion,
Of belonging to another, or to others, or to God.
8

The only wisdom we can hope to acquire
97
Is the wisdom of humility: humility is endless.
This is straight attitude prose. I would say it is
not good prose, however, because its argument is
thin, in fact even more lyrical than dramatic. There
are echoes of previous themes (or rather they are
restated with an ironic perspective) and some
euphemistic images. God enters in line 96. He
alone is worth humility. The poet has renounced
his medium and kept his theme going. The result
is somehow less grateful to study than IIA.
The houses are all gone under the sea.
The dancers are all gone under the hill.

100

Which is a parody of some lines of Stevenson, as
Mr. Sweeney has observed.
Ill does not require much comment. It is ex
hausted after a few readings, and we must ex
pect long exhaustible passages in a long poem. It
takes up the fate of the people who have no hu
mility.
O dark dark dark. They all go into the dark,
The vacant interstellar spaces, the vacant into the
vacant:
The captains, merchants, bankers, eminent men of
letters,
The generous patrons of art, the statesmen and the
rulers,
Distinguished civil servants, chairmen of many
committees,
105
Industrial lords and petty contractors, all go into
the dark
And dark the Sun and Moon, and the Almanach
de Gotha
And the Stock Exchange Gazette, the Directory
of Directors,
t
And cold the sense and lost the motive of action.
And we all go with them, into the silent fun
eral,
110
Nobody's funeral, for there is no one to bury.
We can be sure our poet's allusion to Milton is
not merely complimentary. Mr. Eliot's allusion to
his own line about the Sun and the Moon rests on
such strong ground that the allusion itself is weak,
thin, too quickly reducible.
Then:
I said to my soul, be still, and let the dark come
upon you
Which shall be the darkness of God. As, in a
theatre,
The lights are extinguished, for the scene to be
changed
With a hollow rumble of wings, with a move
ment of darkness on darkness,
115
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And we know that the hills and the trees, the
distant panorama
And the bold imposing facade are all being rolled
away—
Or as, when an underground train, in the tube,
stops too long between stations
And the conversation rises and slowly fades into
silence
And you see behind every face the mental empti
ness deepen
120
Leaving only the growing terror of nothing to
think about;
Or when, under ether, the mind is conscious but
conscious of nothing—
I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope
For hope would be hope for the wrong thing;
wait without love
For love would be love of the wrong thing; there
is yet faith
But the faith and the love and the hope are all in
the waiting.
Wait without thought, for you are not ready for
thought:
127
So the darkness shall be the light, and the still
ness the dancing.
Whisper of running streams, and winter light
ning,
The wild thyme unseen and the wild strawberry,
The laughter in the garden, echoed ecstasy
Not lost, but requiring, pointing to the agony 131
Of death and birth.

humility let you see the sound and historical Chris
tian rituals, as of IB, perhaps. It should be noted
that the dancers themselves as they were present
ed to us in IB were not exceptional or good people
but were rather ordinary, conventional, non-indi
vidualized people. They are not good examples
but to see them is presented as desirable. Part III
ends with a prose statement, of interest only as it
appears to present paradoxes, which we are temp
ted to investigate.
You say I am repeating
Something I have said before. I shall say it again.
Shall I say it again? In order to arrive there, 135
To arrive where you are, to get from where you
are not,
You must go by a way wherein there is no
ecstasy.
In order to arrive at what you do not know
You must go by a way which is the way of ig
norance.
In order to possess what you do not possess 140
You must go by the way of dispossession.
In order to arrive at what you are not
You must go through the way in which you are
not.
And what you do not know is the only thing you
know
And what you own is what you do not own 145
And where you are is where you are not.

First, the "darkness of God" is ironical, of course,
and in that respect the scene-changing image is
ironical also. God's darkness is a good kind of
darkness, humility is that kind of darkness, while
the darkness into which all the other people go is
a bad or unhumble darkness. The theater audience
is mixed of good and bad people (including surely
the generous patrons of art" above) and all of
them are still, waiting for the change of scenery.
The items of scenery are more or less free image
until they are given a heavily underlined signifi
cance in line 117, "the bold imposing facade."
There is no dramatic contrast made between the
reactions of the possibly humble and the arrogant
members of the audience. But in the subway the
C * i i
taithless are also deep in mental emptiness; they
have nothing to think about. They're afraid of
what's next. In some respects they are like the pa
tient under ether, "conscious but conscious of
nothing" ; and this last figure is the one the poet
elects to develop further in the next section.

All this is clear enough to a convert to Catho
licism or Heraclitus or to one who has read the
first three parts of East Coker• It is unfortunate
that such a plain restatement of what has already
been said euphemistically gives us doubts why the
poetry was necessary in the first place.

But for the humble, "darkness shall be the
fight (of God, I think), and the poet has quali
fied properly the "darkness of God" in line 113.
And the stillness the dancing," etc. Faith and
FEBRUARY, 1943

Part IV explores the figure of line 122 and
pursues the method of paradox used in the lines
directly above. There are five stanzas of the form
8a, 8b, 8a, 10b, 12b. The first three are loosely
coordinate, and the last two seem to have climactic
implications. There is a loose argumental pro
gression (i.e. the stanzas seem to advance toward
a conclusion) but no logical argument. Perhaps
such an argument would make part IV too inde
pendent from the rest of the poem, because as it
stands its tenor is understood. It may be that we
are to have some more periphrases; I do not know
under what circumstances Mr. Eliot condones
poetic periphrasis.
The wounded surgeon plies the steel
That questions the distempered part;
Beneath the bleeding hands we feel
The sharp compassion of the healer's art
Resolving the enigma of the fever chart.

150
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Our only health is the disease
If we obey the dying nurse
Whose constant care is not to please
But to remind of our, and Adam's curse,
155
And that, to be restored, our sickness must grow
worse.
The whole earth is our hospital
Endowed by the ruined millionaire,
Wherein, if we do well, we shall
Die of the absolute paternal care
160
That will not leave us, but prevents us every
where.
Heraclitus identifies opposites; the poet speaks of
"the wounded surgeon," "the dying nurse,"
health in disease, "the ruined millionaire," etc. I
cannot construe these opposites as anything less
than "correlative objects" for the theme; these are
suitable enough for a preaching argument. Any
thing irrelevant here about the nurse or the sur
geon which might occur to an imaginative reader
is completely irrelevant to the discourse; the poet
seems to discourage such speculation. He might
as well write d for disease and -d for health, for
all the connotations they have as they stand.
Plies is used prosily : it does not anticipate the
image in the second line. Questions must have
been a second-thought word (even though one is
apt to feel Mr. Eliot's best effects are either the
most spontaneous effects or the most closely cal
culated ones) ; it works well to strain one towards
the image. The surgeon is wounded, then it must '
be his hands that are bleeding because his hands
are the very instruments of his curing power. We
might be pleased with an image of the somewhat
irrelevant blood, but the poet has made it signifi
cant. If we investigated any further implication
of the image immediately we should surely be
participating more than the poet intended us to.
We must keep our minds on significance here,
not on free image, because we must not disappoint
our poet by reading him as if he were a romantic.
The blood will reoccur. It must be our job here
to identify the blood with the poet's theme, not
to be distracted by the mere sight of it. Line 150
tends to an image, still from the force of ques
tions, perhaps, but the abstract compassion is a
deterrent. I hope I will not be considered too
dull if I find sharp compassion as an immediate
feeling an anomoly. The poet is feeling his
thought. The last line of the stanza excites us,
however; the enigma is resolved, but which way,'
we must wonder.
10

The second stanza occurs for emphasis, I
think, or maybe just for a euphuistic exercise. The
nurse is dying and thereby reminds the patient of
Adam's curse. Perhaps he has a bodily ailment
(disease of line 151) and is not humble before
God. Then the nurse's negligence and her own
sickness will remind him that he must die soon.
His bodily sickness will grow worse, and then it
doesn't matter whether he gets well or not, be
cause he has learned his lesson and is restored or
humble. ( For in Adam all die; even so in
Christ shall all be made alive. ) Such a reading
is not too bold to be warranted, I think.
Before line 157 we could only have guessed
that this hospital is, indeed, a microcosm, but
then it is stated in prose for us, qualified by 158.
Ruined is sometimes applied in respect to money
matters, but it is almost determined for us that
this millionaire still has his money. It must be
in another way that he is ruined. The figure im
ports little that is new into the argument as we
knew it in III, and we also might begin to ques
tion the poetic efficacy of riddles. But then we
have:
The chill ascends from feet to knees,
The fever sings in mental wires.
If to be warmed, then I must freeze
And quake in purgatorial fires
165
Of which the flame is roses, and the smoke is
briars:
the first line of which means" nothing by itself,
as far as I care to examine it; it exists to be felt.
If such is the case it is close kin to the anomalous
line 150. And lines 162-163 are more purely de
scriptive than any of the previous riddles of IV,
and I think we might call them more poetic also,
with certain comment. The images of chill as
cending and fever singing a reader might be temp
orarily grateful for, beause they do not relate to
the tenor directly until the next few lines are read.
The rest of the stanza we must consider elliptical
in the same way that the previous paradoxes are
elliptical. Any paraphrase of it is not possible
as it stands, I believe, but instead a tenor must
be supplied. This situation would be common
in any long poem, I should think, where it would
be intolerable in a short poem. Very boldly I
will paraphrase IVD as follows: If I am to come
to the warmth of God my body must freeze (re
ferring back to 162), and my mind must quake
(in a purgatorial fire, referring back to 163)."
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In this paraphrase (which of course does not ex
haust the stanza) the subject 1 must be ambivalent
(loosely body and soul). And the frigid purgatorial fire is made up of flame (equal roses) and
smoke (equal briars). No fire without smoke, no
roses without thorns. The theme seems to have
been embodied. We would be surprised if some
irrelevances did not entail. Certainly it is not
in prose that we identify flame with roses and
smoke with briars. Roses are warm but not di
rectly purgative or destroying as hell-fires are said
to be, but still they attach to the fever, and per
haps ultimately to the soul in the subject of the
discourse. Briars and smoke are both annoying,
they would attach to the fever ascending from
feet to knees; the subject's body. But these are
only random remarks; the stanza in its context is
certainly inexhaustible. In general it seems to be
true that when a poet commits his theme to a logi
cal and somewhat extended figure of speech, the
metaphor can be explored critically and a few ir
relevant items can also be found. But when, as
in IV, there is no formal, single, "metaphysical''
trope, but rather a series of more or less co
herent images, our determination of the tenor will
be more arbitrary, or more dependent upon other
FEBRUARY\ 1943

parts of the poem, and of course in a long poem
these cross-references make possible a kind of
richness.
The dripping blood our only drink,
The bloody flesh our only food:
In spite of which we like to think
That we are sound, substantial flesh and blood—

170

Again, in spite of that, we call this Friday good.
If IV has tended toward anything it has tended
toward this Christian imagery. Like IVD the
stanza above is elliptical and not easily reducible.
This may be the argument:
1. Either we are propitiated by Christ or are
cured by a surgeon. (Some people have called
Christ "the surgeon of souls.")
2. Either we take the true sacrament or eat
meat on Friday, disbelieve the sacraments, etc.
3. Either we are made "sound, substantial
flesh and blood," or remain less than sound and
substantial.
The poet has arrived at this position in a mys
terious pagan way, and not by any tight or drama
tized argument.
VA is a summing up, a recapitulation of IIB:
(Continued on page 15)
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Music in Gambier
The first week of February the College was
host to two young musicians from Bennington
College, Mr. Robert McBride, reedman, and Mr.
Gregory Tucker, pianist. Thursday night, Feb
ruary 4th, in the Great Flail, under the auspices
of the College, Mr. Tucker and Mr. McBride gave
a public concert. The concert was well attended
and well applauded. There was nothing else to
mar the performance after Dr. Salomon succeeded
in quieting the billiard-room boys.
Of the two men, Mr. Tucker excelled in "stage
presence," which though not necessary to good
musicianship, and perhaps even detrimental to it,
endeared him to the Gambier audience as it must
to his Bennington audience too. Mr. Tucker might
do as well on the stage as in the concert hall; he
would not be out of place in Hollywood either as
a composer of background music for the movies
or as an actor in them, playing the part of the
Great American Musician. You should have seen
the look in his eyes he got when he was playing
that Chopin Nocturne.
Most of Mr. McBride's imagination was on
display in his Wise Apple Five sonata and his
American love songs included in the program, so
we should not be disappointed if his performance
on the clarinet, the oboe, the English horn, and
the alto saxophone was less than inspired. As a
performer he lacked Mr. Tucker's flamboyance; the
audience recognized his technical ability and his
good taste. He did not seem quite at home with
the timbre of the English horn on Accordei De
Madrugada, though his own Parking on the Park
way was fine. His intonation with the difficult
oboe was marvelous, but at times, completely out
of character he got an unpleasantly loud and wiry
tone. On the clarinet he excelled, playing cleanly
and intelligently; and he did as well as he could
with Mr. Tucker's creation for the saxophone, but
that is a colorless instrument without negro vib
rato.
Two of the selections suffered, I believe, from
a necessary transcription of the string parts to the
piano: the Handel oboe concerto and Mr. Mc
Bride's Wise Apple Five, which you can hear on
Victor records where it is scored for clarinet and
12
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string quartet. For my money the Handel oboe
piece took the prize, the only ambitious work on
the program. Mr. Tucker was somewhat re
strained by the late seventeenth century. He was
more at home perhaps with his own patronizing
Ad Lib for piano, which euphemizes honest
American folk dances, honest negro boogiewoogie
and an honest American tune—I Can't Give You
Anything but Love. Somehow a comical musical
allusion to boogiewoogie, a music of very humble
origin, does not come off very well in the concert
hall. Here is this tailcoated Bennington College
gentleman making polite musical jokes about a
highly impolite music.
Friday afternoon in the Peirce Hall lounge
the gentlemen performed among other things
Walter Piston's academic and highly polished
Suite for Oboe in five movements. The good
and honest Mr. McBride carried the suite brilliant
ly, though Mr. Tucker seemed bewildered by his
Harvard colleague's counterpoint. I have it on
Mr. Cowser's word that Mr. Tucker chords Bach.
So be it. He also confesses a fondness for Art
Tatum and that he played with the Bix in 1922.
At demand the gentlemen improvised on St. Louis
Blues, Sweet Sue, and Limehouse Blues in the
stomachless tradition of Teddy Wilson and Ben
ny Goodman. That hangs together too.
February 27th Miss Marcella Cooksey and Dr.
Charles T. Burner gave a two-piano concert in
Peirce Hall for the Gambier Chapter of Bundles
for America. They played Brahms, an arrange
ment of Bach's Sheep May Safely Graze, Mozart,
Milhaud, Chopin, and Rachmaninoff; and though
Dr. Burner is professor of mathematics at Kenyon, and not of music, I hope he would not be
embarrassed if we preferred his concert to the
Bennington gentlemens', or think we simply were
prejudiced toward home talent.
G. H.

TIME IS VALUABLE
If time be of all things the most prec
ious, wasting time must be the great
est prodigality, since lost time is
never found again; and what we call
time enough always proves little
enough. Let us then be up and doing,
and doing to the purpose; so by dili
gence shall we do more with less per
plexity.—Franklin.
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"THE FLINTY COUCH OF WAR"
In relative prestige, and importance,
Kenyon probably never fully recover
ed from the effects of the Civil War;
until—
World War II, from which the Col
lege will, apparently, emerge greater
and stronger than ever before.
The Community, as well as the Col
lege, is fortunate.
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(Continued from page 11)
So here I am, in the middle way, having had
twenty years—
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of I'entre
deux guerres—
Trying to learn to use words, and every attempt

Compliments of
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Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of
failure
Because one has only learnt to get the better of
words
For the thing one no longer has to say, or the way
in which
One is no longer disposed to say it. And so
each venture
Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate
With shabby equipment always deteriorating 180
In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,
Undisciplined squads of emotion. And what there
is to conquer
By strength and submission, has already been dis
covered
Once or twice, or several times, by men whom one
cannot hope
To emulate—but there is no competition — 185
There is only the fight to recover what has been
lost
And found and lost again and again: and now,
under conditions
That seem unpropitious. But perhaps neither
gain nor loss.
For us, there is only the trying. The rest is not
our business.
This is a prose man talking; it sounds very much
like Mr. Eliot. Tempting as it may be, it is not
the business of this paper, just as it is not the busi
ness of the protagonists above to do anything but
try, to critize the lines above as ethics, aesthetics,
logical exercise, or natural history. Also it is
probably not in good taste to remark them as
poetry, because they do not offer to be poetry. As
dramatic strategy they are criticizable, and also
on such grounds only can I approve of them.
They are not the best persuasive prose that was
ever written, and as dramatic argument they fall
below the level of similar passages in many a
longer poem, but they express Mr. Eliot well, and
1 suppose that may be a dramatic aim in a long
poem, though not one of the best.
The poem ends with a development of the
theme "Home is where one starts from," with
what Mr. Sweeney calls the triumphant statement
In my end is my beginning":
190
As we grow older
The world becomes stranger, the pattern more
complicated
Of dead and living.
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(More complicated but Heraclitean nevertheless.)
Not the intense moment
Isolated, with no before and after,
But a lifetime burning in every moment
And not the lifetime of one man only
195
But of old stones that cannot be deciphered.
Burning turns up in an ironic context for the last
time above. The stones of line 196 are men
tioned long enough to be identifiable as really
tombstones and not anything else and then they
are forgotten. What substantival nature they do
gain is accidental.
There is a time for evening under starlight,
A time for the evening under lamplight
(The evening with the photograph album).
The photograph album is a fine item, but signifi
cant also, I'm afraid. Light we have met before
and we know its Heraclitean aspects; I believe that
is about all we know about light from the poem.
Love is most nearly itself
200
When here and now cease to matter.
Old men ought to be explorers
Here or there does not matter
We must be still and still moving
Into another intensity
205
For a further union, a deeper communion
Through the dark cold and the empty desolation,
The wave cry, the vast waters
Of the petrel and the porpoise. In my end is my
beginning.
Poetry has always been a place where one could
express oneself freely, as Mr. Eliot does in these
lines. Modernist poets have taken Mr. Eliot the
critic for their own; they all recognize the diffi
culty of expressing their difficult age, that they
will need violent language perhaps to do it jus
tice; but they are no more dismayed than a scien
tist is at the beginning of a very difficult experi
ment. They have the tools, just as the scientist
has his, and I suggest they may be just as efficient,
and in fields where a scientist or even a psycholo
gist would not dare to venture.
Sidney on Plato wrote "that the Poets of his
time, filled the worlde, with wrong opinions of the
Gods, making light tales of the unspotted es
sence." That essence would be the Moral Law.
For Plato, I suppose, those light tales were sure
to be ontologically wrong and perhaps morally
wrong as well. But as a teacher and a meta
physician Plato could not be one, as a teacher he
was transitive and knew what his mission was. He
himself made light tales, giving them, of course,
16

an unspotted destination. If the Guardians of the
Republic were to be made good and permanent
guardians they had to come to an Ideal shorthand
by easy stages; at first they had to be deceived. In
a similar way Mr. Eliot has marshalled his objects,
dwelling on them only long enough to identify
them for us or to equip them with a moral per
spective. He has found objects "adequate to his
feelings" and merits the same praise he gave to
Lancelot Andrewes. For East Coker is nothing if
it is not instructive; its images addressed to the
unhumble are nearly as powerful as Plato's con
cerning the Platonic judgment day. As a piece of
ontological strategy we must call East Coker a
success; undoubtedly it has reached already a
large and unhumble literary audience and has put
some of the fear of God into their hearts.
As R. P. Blackmur has written, approvingly,
I think, Mr. Eliot even as a poet "redeems the
time." Milton gave himself a similarly ungrate
ful task, like Plato^trying to teach virtue, or like
the fiction writers of this century teaching and
showing us how we are Lost, or like some of the
new poets, especially Mr. Tate sometimes and his
imitators. I think these widely various writers
have something in common: In their strenuous
way of looking at things they find it necessary to
"weight" heavily their most ambitious metaphors;
technically I mean that their images exist mostly
for the sake of their arguments. They are all com
pletely incapable of making a miraculous, mimetic
image (excepting Mr. Tate but not his followers;
not excepting Mr. Eliot would perhaps be impoli
tic), which is "qualitatively infinite" or nearly so,
and which the critic tries to reduce, but unsucessfully. I am not arguing against didactic meta
phor; it is a painful necessity in the world, and
includes the best strategy of East Coker. The
worst is that which tries to be lyrical but becomes
diffuse, or tries to be didactic and becomes merely
expressive. It is just possible that Mr. Eliot is
only using "imitative form," being diffusive about
diffusiveness and expressive about expressiveness.
Yvor Winters would not be that grateful but
would accuse the poet of lacking ontological sense.
I know of no didactic technique more powerful
than drama, but drama is lacking in East Coker,
and I have no way of criticizing absence of drama
except remarking it and grieving it, in a didactic
poem.
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